THE DUNCIAD
We nobly take the high Priori Road,
And reason downward, till we doubt of God ;
Make Nature still encroach upon His plan ;
And shove Him off as far as e'er we can :
Thrust some mechanic cause into His place ;
Or bind in matter, or diffuse in space.
Or, at one bound overleaping all His laws,
Make God man's image, man the final cause,
Find virtue local, all relation scorn,
See all in self, and but for self be born ;
Of nought so certain as our reason still,
Of nought so doubtful as of soul and wilL
Oh hide the God still more !  and make us see
Such as Lucretius drew, a God like thee :
Wrapped up in self, a God without a thought,
Regardless of our merit or default.
Or that bright image to our fancy draw
Which Theocles in raptured vision saw,
While through poetic scenes the Genius roves,
Or wanders wild in academic groves ;
That Nature our society adores,
Where Tindal dictates, and Silenus snores.'*
Roused at his name, up rose the bousy sire,
And shook from out his pipe the seeds of fire ;
Then snapped his box, and stroked his belly down,
Rosy and rev'rend, though without a gown.
Bland and familiar to the throne he came,
Led up the youth, and called the Goddess dame :
Then thus : " From priest-craft happily set free,
Lo I ev'ry finished son returns to thee :